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case I would entreat a spectator to scream for me, or I would
wait until the approaching annihilates should receive a dig
from the handle of my paint-brush; or, again, I would sta-
tion the youngsters of the carrot and artichoke at different
points as guards, and offer them a salary; but, alas! with all my
precautions, my easel and canvas were toppled over as many
as four times in one day, not to mention other pleasant remi-
niscences, such as having the colors transferred from my palette
to the folds of a burnoose swishing by; and it sometimes hap-
pened that a wealthy native merchant was the victim, and had
good cause for regret in the presence of Prussian-blue on his
delicate rose-colored broadcloth.

But those mishaps were pure accidents, for there are few
places where an artist is treated with as much or more courtesy
by the higher classes, and is so little bothered by the common

herd as here.
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